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I AN ELEGTIE 


On the never to be forgotten 


Sir Thomas Armſtrong Knight; | 


Executed for Conſpiring the Death of His moſt Sacred Majeſty, 
and Royal Brother, 7une 20. 1684. 


With ſome Satyrical Reflections on the whole Faction. 


Tand forth ye damn'd deluding Prieſts of Baal, 
And ſound from out each Trumpet Mouth a Call 


J Let it be loud and thrill, that ev'ry Man 


May hear the noiſe, from Beerſheba to Dan , 


To ſummon all the Faction, that they ma 
In doleful Hams and Haws, bewail this day, 
And to their Juſt Confuſion howl and roar, 


- For the great Bully of their Cauſe, is now no more. 


But now methinks I hear the FaQtion cry, 

Ohone ! Where's all thy Pomp and —_— 
Thy Great Commands, thy Intereſt and thy State? 
The many Crouds which did upon thee wait ? 
When thou like Atlas on thy thoulders bore, 
That mighty World which we ſo much adore 

( That Pageant Heroe, Off-ſpring of a Whore, ) 


Behold ye ſtubborn Crew, the certain Fate 
That waits upon the . 
Tk Info, ang 11h hers Tell; 

nN TN1S 11 , nheXta 1 + 
While Heay'n attends on Kings With ſpecial Care, 
mſelf becomes a ſnare: 


The Traitor to hi 


Drove out like Cain, to wander rm the World, 


By his own thoughts into Diſtraction hurl d, 
Deſpis d by all, perplext with hourly far, 

And by his Friends pulh't like the hunted Deer, 
Like a mad Dog, ſtill houted as he ran, 

A juſt Reward tor th' baſe Rebellious man. 


How often has kind Heayen preſery'd;the Crown, 
And tumbled the Audacious Rebel down ? 
How many Warnings have they had of kate? 
How often read their own impending Fate ? 
That ſtill they dare their wicked Acts purſue, 
And know what Heaven has ordain'd their due? 
That man who cou'd not reas'nably deſire 

To raiſe his Fortunes, and his Glories higher, 
Who didenjoy, untoa with, ſuch ſtore, 

That all his Anceſtors ſcarce heard of mare, 
Shou'd by his own procuring fall ſo low, 

As if he'd ſtudy'd his own overthrow, 

Looks like a ſtory yet without a Name, 

And may be ſtil'd the firſt Novel in Fame? 

So the fam'd Angels, Turbulent as Great, 

Who always waited *bout the Mercy-Seat, 
Deſiring to be eng wor unkno 

Blunder'd at all, and would have 


A Troop of Whiggs with Faction in each Face, 
And Red-ſwoln Eyes, moving with mournful pace, 
Pitying the Mighty bang of their Cauſe, 
Curſing their Fates, and Railing at thei!Laws. 
The Siſters too appear, with ſniveling Cryeyg 

To celebrate their Stallions Obſequies ; 


From th* Play-houſe and from Change, how they reſort, 


From Coghrry, City, nay;there's ſome from Conrr, 


1 ( To keep this B»'tys Name from 


| Tle Crown the Wor 


wn, 

pt the Crown, 
Till Heaven's Great Monarch, ſaw they wou'd Rebe 
Then daſht their Hopes, and damn'd them down to H 


And now methinks I ſee to thifatal place q 


From the Old C---{s wither'd and decay'd, 
Toa TI overs Youthful Lovely Maid. 
Gods ! tra Troop is here ? ſure Hercules 
Had found enough ſo many Whores to pleale. 


Repent, ye Factious Rout, Repent and be 
Forewarn'd by this bold Traytors Deſtiny. 

Go home ye Factious Dogs, and mend your Lives ; 
Be Loyal, and make honeſt all your Wives. 
You keep from Conventicles firſt, and then 

Keep all your Wives from Conventicting Men. 
Leave off your Railing 'gainſt the Xing and Stare, 
Your fooli:h Prating, and more foolith Hate. 
Obey the Laws, and bravely act your parts, 
And to the Church unite in Tongues and Hearts ; 
Be ſudden roo, before it proves too late, 

Leſt you partake of this bold Traytors Fate. 


And if the Faction thinksit worth the Coſt, 
L ; pm being loſt ). 
To raife a /##ar, to perpetuate 


| His Wond'rous Actions, aud Ignoble Fate, 


Let'em about it Sg, and when 'tis done, 
with this Inſcription. 


——— 


Bold Fame thou Ly'ſt ! Read here all you 
That wou'd this Mighty Mortal know) 
Firſt, he was one of low degree, 

But roſe to an Hyperbole. 

Famous t exceſs inev'ry thing, 

But duty to his God, and King; 

In Oaths as Great as any He 

That ever Grac'd the Tripple Tree; 

So Abſolute, when Drencht in Wine, 
He might have been the God o'tly Vine, 
His Brutal Luſt was ſtilLſofwong, 

He never ſpar'd, or old, or young; 

In Cards and Dice he was well known, 
T out-cheat the Cheaters of the Town. 


Theſe were his Virtues, i kr know 
His Yices too pray read below. 


Not wholly Whig, nor Atheift neither, 

But ſomething form'd of both together, 
Famous in horrid 3laſphemies, 

Practic'd in baſe Adulteries. 

In Murders vers'd as black, and foul 

As his Degenerated Soul. «.. 

In's Maxims too, as 2 Braff, * His Father 
As * theſe his honeſt Father dreſt wes a Groom, 
The # attions Bully, Siſters Stalljon : 

Now Hang, and Damw'd, for his Rebe0ion. 
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